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KILST Tome affect the fun, and fome the 
{hade, 

Some flee the city, fome the hermitage; 
Their aims as various, as the roads they take 
In Journeying thro’ life;—the talk be mine 
1 o paint the gloomy horrors of the To m b ; 
PIT appointed place of rendezvous, where all • 
Thefe travellers meet.-— Thy fuccours I implore,. 
Eternal King! whofe potent arm fuftains 
The keys of hell and death. The Grave, dread 

thing! 

Men fhiver when thou’rt nam’d: Nature appall’d 
•Shakes off her wonted flrmnefs. Ah! how dark 
Thy long extended realms, and rueful waftes! 
Where nought but filence reigns, a nd night, dark 

night, 
Dark as was Chaos, ere the infant fun 
Was roil’d together, or had try’d his beams 
Athwai t the gioom profound. The flckly taper 
By glimmering thro’ thy low brow’d mifty vaults, 
(Furr’dround with mouldy damps, and ropy flime,). 
Lets fall a fupernumerary horror, 
And only ferves to make thy night more irkfome. 
Well do I know thee by thy trufty Yew, 
Chearlefs, unfocial plant; that loves to dwell 
Mid A i culls and coffins, epitaphs and worms; 

Vv here light heel'd ghofts, and viffonary {hades* 
Beneath the wan cold moon (as fame reports) 

A 2 

s. 



THE GRAVE. 

— 

Embody’d, thick, perform their myftic rounds. 

No other merriment, dull tree, is thine. 

See yonder hallow’d Fane ; the pious work 

Of names once fam’d, now dubious or fogot, 

And bury’d ’midft the wreck of things which were. 

There lie interr’d the more illuftrious dead. 

The wind is up: hark! How it howls! Methinks 

Till now I never heard a found fo dreary: 

Doors creak, and windows clap, and night’s foul 

bird 

Rook’d in the fpire, fcreams loud: the gloomy ides 

Black-plaifter’d, and hung round with flireads of 

’fcutcheons 

And tatter’d coats of arms, fend back the found 

Laden with heavier airs, from the low vaults 

Themanflons of the dead. Rous’d from their Hum-* 

bers, 

In grim array the grifly fpe£tres rife, 

Grin horrible, and obftinately fallen 

Pafs and repafs, hufh’d as the foot of night. 

Again the fcreech-owl Ihrieks: ungracious found! 

I’ll hear no more, it makes one’s blood run chill. 

Qu ite round the pile, a row of reverend elms, 

(Coxval near with that,) all ragged Ihew 

Long lafh’d by the rude winds. Some rift half down 

Their branchlefs trunks: others fo thin a top, 

That fcarce two crows can lodge in the fame tree. 

Strange things, the neighbours fay, have happen’d 

here: 

Wild Ihrieks have iflu’d from the hollow tombs ; 

Dead men have come again, and Avalk’d about; 

And the great bell has toll’d, unrung, untouch’d, 

(Such tales their cheer, at Wake or Goffiping, 

/< 
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4 A POEM. 

When It draws near to witching time of night.) 

Oft, in the lone church-yard at night I’ve feen 

By glimpfe of moon-lhine, chequering thro’ the 

trees, 

The fchool-boy with his fatchel in his hand, 

Whittling aloud to bear his courage up, 

And lightly tripping o'er the long flat ftones, 

(With nettles Ikirted, and with mofs o’ergrown,) 

That tell in homely phrafe who lie below. 

Sudden he ftarts, and hears, or thinks he hears 

The found of fomething purring at his heels: 

Tull faft he flies, and dares not look behind him. 

Till out of breath he overtakes his fellows; 

Who gather round, and wonder at the tale 

Of horrid Apparition, tall and ghaftly, 

That walks at dead of night, or takes his ftand 

O’er fome new-open’d grave*, and (ftrange to tell!) 

Evanilhes at crowing of the cock. 

The new made Widow too, I’ve fom times ’fpy’d, 

Sad light! flow moving o’er the proftrate dead: 

Liftlefs, flie crawls along in doleful black, 

Whilft burfts of forrow gufh from either eye, 

Faft falling down her now untafted cheek. 

Prone on the lowly grave of the dear man 

She drops j whilft bufy meddling memory, 

In barbarous fucceflion, mufters up 

The paft endearments of their fofter hours, 

Tenacious of its theme. Still, ftill fhe thinks 

She fees him, and indulging the fond thought, 

Clings yet more clofely to the fenfelefs turf, 

Nor heeds the paflenger who looks that way. 

Invidious Grave how doft thou rend m 
funder 

Whom love has knit, and fympathy made one ? 

A tie more ftubborn far than nature’s band, 

A 3 
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Friendship ! myfterious cement of the foul', 

Sweetner of life, and foldier of fociety; 

I owe thee much. Thou haft defcrv'd from me. 

Far, far beyond what I can ever pay. 

Oft have I prov’d the labours of thy love, 

And the warm efforts of the gentle heart, 

Anxious to pleafe. Oh! when my friend and I 

In fome thick wood have wander’d heedlefs on. 

Hid from the vulgar eye; and fat us down 

Upon the Hoping cowflip-coverd-bank, 

Where the pure limpid ftream has Hid along 

In grateful errors thro tne under-wood, 
Sweet-murmuring: methought the fhrill-tongu d 

Thrufh 
Mended his fong of love; the footy Black-bird 

Mellow’d his pipe, and foften’d ev’ry note: 

The Eglantine fmell’d fweeter, and the rofe 

Affum’d a dye more deep; whilft ev’ry flower 

Vy’d with its fellow-plant in luxury 
Of drefs. Oh! then, the longeft fummer’s day 

Seem’d too, too much in hafte: Hill the full heart 

. Had not imparted half: ’Ewas happinefs 

Too exquifite to laft. Of joys departed 

Not to return, how painful the remembrance. 
Dull Grave thou fpoil’ft the dance of youth¬ 

ful blood, 
Strik’ft out the dimple from the cheek of miru>, 

And ev’ry fmirking feature from the face; 

Branding our laughter with the name ol mad- 

NESS. 
Where are the Jesters now ? the men of health 

Compleftionally pleafant? Where the Droll 

Whofe ev’ry look and gefture was a joke 

To clapping theatres and ftiouting crouds, 

And made even thick-iip’d mufing melancho y 
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To gather up her face into a fmile 

Before fhe was aware ? Ah! fullen, now, 

A nd dumb, as the green turf that covers them. 

Where are the mighty thunderbolts of war? 

ihe Roman Cjesars, and the Grecian Chiefs, 

1 he boaft of lfory ; Where the hot-brain’d youth 

Who the Tiara at his pleafure tore 

From kings of all the then difcover’d Globe; 

And cry’d forfooth, becaule his arm was hamper’d 

And had not room enough to do its work? 

Alas ? how Rim, diftionourably Rim, 

And cramm’d into a fpace we blufli to name. 

Proud Pvoyalt y ! how alter’d in thy looks! 

How blank thy features, and how wan thy hue! 

Son of the morning whither art thou gone? 

Where haft thou hid thy many-fpangled head, 

And the Majeftic menace of thine eyes 

Ielt from afar? Pliant and powerlefs now, 

Bike new-born infant wound up in liis fwathes. 

Or victim tumbled flat upon its back, 

I hat throbs beneath the facriflcer’s knife. 

Mute, muft thou bear the ftrife of little tongues. 

And cowardinfults of the bafe-born croud; 

That grudge a privilege, thou never hadft, 

But only hop’d for in the peaceful Grave, 

Of being unmolefted and alone. 

Arabia’s gums and odoriferous drugs, 

And honours by the Heralds duly paid 

In mode and form, ev’n to a very fcruple; 

Oh cruel Irony ! Thefe come too late ; 

And only mock, whom they were meant to honour. 

Surely there’s not a dungeon Rave, that’s bury’d 

In the high way, unflirouded and uncoffinM, 

But lies asfoft, and Reeps as found as he. 

Son y Pre-eminence of high defeent 
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Above the vulgar born, to rot in flate. 

But fee! the well-plum5d Herse comes nod¬ 

ding on 

Stately and flow;, and properly attended 

By the whole fable tribe, that painful watch 

The fick man’s door, and live upon the dead* 

By letting out their perfons by the hour. 

To mimic forrow, when the heart’s not fad. 

How rich the trappings now they’re all unfurl’d* 

And glittering in the fun; triumphant entries 

Of conquerors, and Coronation pomps, 

In glory fcarce exceed. Great gluts of people 

Retard th* unwieldy fhow; whilfl from the cafe- 

ments 

And houfes tops, ranks behind ranks clofe wedg’d 

Hang bellying o’er. But tell us, why this wafie * 

Why this ado in earthing up a Carcafe i 

That’s fall’n into difgrace, and in the noflril 

Smells horrible; Ye Undertakers tell us, 

’Midi! all the gorgeous figures you exhibit, 

Why is the principal conceal’d for which 

You make this mighty ftir? ?Tis wifely done: 

What would offend the eye in a good picture, 

The painter caffs difcreetly into fhades. 

Proud Lineage, now how little thou appear’ft 

Below the envy of the private man. 

Honour, that middlefome officious ill, 

Purfues theeev’en to death; nor there flops fhort* 

Strange perfecution; when the Grave itfelf 

Is no prot-eCtion from rude fufferance. 

Absurd to think to over-reach the Grave* 

And from the wreck of names to refeue ours. 

The beft concerted fchemes men lay for fame 

Die faff away: only themfelves die fafter. 

The far-fam’d Sculptor and the laurell d Bard* 
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Thofe bold infurancers of deathlefs fame 

Supply their little feeble aids in vain. 

The tapering Pyramid, th’ Egyptian’s pride 

And wonder of the world; whofe fpiky top 

H as wounde-d the thick cloud, and long out liv’d 

The angry fhaking of the winter’s ftorm: 

Yet fpent at laft by th' injuries of heaven. 

Shatter’d with age, and furrow’d o’er with years, 

The myftic cone with hieroglyphics crufted, 

At once gives way. Oh! lamentable light: 

The labour of whole ages, lumbers down, 

A hideous and mifhapen length of ruins. 

Sepulchral columns wreftle but in vain 

With all fubduing time: her cank’ring hand 

With calm deliberate malice wafteth them: 

"Worn on the age of days the brafs confumes. 

The bufto moulders, and the deep-cut marble 

Unfteady to the fteel, gives up its charge. 

Ambition half convicted of her folly. 

Hangs down the head, and reddens at the tale. 

Here all the mighty Troublers of the 

EARTH, 

Who fwam to fov’reign rule thro’ feas of blood; 

Th’ oppreflive, fturdy, man-deftroying villains, 

Who ravag’d kingdoms and laid empires wafte. 

And in a cruel wantonefs of power 

Thinn’d hates of half their people, and gave up 

To want, the red; now, like a ftorm that's fpent. 

Lie hufh’d and meanly fneak behind the covert. 

Vain thought! to hide them from the general fcorn. 

That haunts, and dogs them like an injured ghoft 

Implacable. Here to the petty TYRANT, 

Whofe fcant domains Geographer ne’er notic’d;, 

And well for neighbouring grounds, of arm as 

ihort; 
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Who fix’d his iron talons on the poor, 

And grip’d them like fome lordly bcaft of prey ; 

Deaf to the forceful cries of gnawing Hunger, 

And piteous plaintiff voice of mifery : 

(As if a Slav e was not a fhrcd of nature, 

Of the fame common nature with his Lord) : 

Now tame and humble, like a child that s whipp d. 

Shakes hands with duft, and cahs the worms his 

kinfman ; 
Nor pleads his rank and birthright.—Under 

ground 

Precedency’s a jeft ; ValTel and Lord 

Grofsly familiar, fide by fide confume. 

When fclf-efteem, or others adulation. 

Would cunningly perfuade us we are fomething 

Above the common level of our kind ‘y 

The Grave gainfays the fmooth complexion’d 

flattery,, 
And with blunt truth acquaints us what we are. 

Beauty—-thou pretty play-thing, deal deceit. 

That heals fo foftly o er the ftripling’s heart. 

And gives it a new pulfe, unknown before, 

The Grave difcredits thee : thy charms expung’d 

Thy rofes faded, and thy lilies foil’d, 

What haft thou more to boaft of? Will thy 

lovers 

Flock round thee now, to gaze and do thee 

homage ? 

Methinks I fee thee with thy head low laid, 

Whilft furfeited upon thy damask cheek 

The high-fed Worm, in lazy volumes roll d. 

Riots unfcar’d,—For this, was all thy caution ? 

For this thy painful labours at thy glafs ? 

T’ improve thofe charms, and keep them in re„ 

pair, 
B 
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For which the fpoiler thanks thee not. Foul 

feeder 

Coarfe fare and carrion pleafe thee full as well, 

And leave as keen a relifh on the fenfe. 

Look how the fair one weeps !—the confcious tears 

Stand thick as dew drops on the bells of fiow’rs : 

Honed: effufion ! the fwoln heart in vain 

Works hard to put a glofs on its didrefs. 

Strength too——thou furly, and lefs gentle 

boad 

Of thofe that laugh loud at the village-ring : 

A fit of common ficknefs pulls thee down 

With greater cafe, than e’er thou didd the 

dripling, 

That rafhly dar'd thee to th’ unequal fight 

What groan was that I heard ?—Deep groan, 

indeed ! 

With anguifh heavy laden ; let me trace it : 

From yonder bed it comes, where the drong man,. 

By dronger arm belabour’d, gafps for breath, 

Like a hard-hunted bead. How his great heart 

Beats thick ! his roomy ched by far too fcant 

To give the lungs full play.—What now avail 

The drong-built finewy limbs, and well fpread 

fhoulders ? 

See how he tugs for life, and lays about him. 

Mad with his pain !—Eager he catches hold 

Of what comes next to hand, and grafps it hard, 

Jud like a creature drowning ; hideous fight ! 

Oh ! how his eyes dand out, and dare full 

ghadly ! 

Whild the didemper’s rank and deadly venom 

Shoots like a burning arrow crofs his bowels, 

And drinks his marrow up.—Heard you that 

groan ? 
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It was his lad.—See how the great Goliah, 
Juft like a child that brawl'd itfelf to reft, 

Lies {till.—What mean’d thou then, O mighty 

Boafter, 

To vaunt thefe nerves of thine ? What means the 

Bull, 

Unconfcious of his drength, to play the coward, 

And flee before a feeble thing like man ; 

That knowing well the flacknefs of his arm, 

Trufts only in the well-invented knife ? 

With study pale, and midnight vigils fpent, 

The ftar-furveying sage, clofe to his eye 

Applies the fight-invigorating tube ; 

And travelling thro’ the boundlefs length of 

fpace, 

Marks well the courfes of the far-feen orbs, 

That roll with regular confufion there, 

In ecdacy of thought. But ah ! proud Man, 

Great heights are hazardous to the weak head : 

Soon, very foon, thy firmed footing fails , 

And down thou dropp’d into that darkfome place, 

Where nor device,a nor knowledge ever 

came. 

Here the Tongue-warrioR lies, difabled 

Difarm’d, now didionour’d, like a wretch that’s 

gagg’d, 

And cannot tell his ail to pafTers by. 

Great man of language,—whence this mighty 

change ? 

This dumb defpair, and drooping of the head ? 

Tho’ drong Perfuadon hung upon thy lip, 

And dy Indnuation’s fofter arts 

In ambufh lay about thy flowing Tongue ^ 

Alas ! how chop-fall’n now ? Thick mifts and 

dlence 
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RcA like a weary cloud, upon thy breaA 

Unceafing. Ah ! where is the lifted arm, 

I he ftrength of aflion, and the force of words- 

Tiie well turn’d period, and the well tun’d voice. 

With all the leffer ornaments of Phrafe ? 

Ah ? fled for ever, as they ne’er had been, 

R .iz d lrom the book of Fame : or more pro¬ 

voking 

Perchance fome hackney hunger-bitten Scribbler 

Intuits thy memory, and blots thy tomb 

V' ith long flat narrative, or duller rhimes. 

With heavy halting pace that drawl along ; 

E ough to rouze a dead man into rage, 

And warm with red Refentment the wan Cheek, 

Here the great matters of the Healing-art, 

Thefe mighty mock-defrauders of the Tomb, 

opite of their Juleps and Catholicons 

Reflgn to late. Proud Aesculapius’ fon ! 

TV here are thy boatted implements of Art, 

And all thy well cramm’d magazines of Health ? 

Nor FI ill, nor Vale, as far as fhip could go, 

Nor margin of the gravel-bottom’d Brook, 

EfcapM thy rifling hand : from ttubborn fhrubs 

Thou wrung’ft their fhy-retiring virtues out, 

And vex’d them in the Are : nor fly, nor infe<A, 

Nor wreathy inake, efcap’d thy deep refearch. 

But why this apparatus ? why this coft ? 

Tell us thou doughty keeper from the Grave, 

Where are thy R.ecipes and thy Cordials 

now, 

With the long litt of vouchers for thy cures ? 

Alas ! thou fpeakefl not. The bold impoftor 

Looks not more filly, when the cheat’s found 

out. 

Here the lank-flded Miser, worft of felons. 

v 

* 
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Who meanly hole, (difcreditable fhift,) 

From back and belly too, their proper cheer ; 

Eas’d of a tax, it irk’d the wretch to pay 

To his own carcafe ; now lies cheaply lodg d, 

By clam’rous appetites no longer teaz d, 

Nor tedious Bills of charges and repairs 

But ah Y where are his rents, his comings-in . 

Ay ! now you’ve made the rich man poor indeed. 

RoBB’d OF HIS Gods, what has he left behind ? 

Oh ' curled luft of Gold ; when for thy fake, 

The fool throws up his int’reft in both worlds : 

Firft ftarv’d in this, then damn’d in that to come. 

How Chocking muft thy fummons be, O 

Death 1 

To him that is at eafe in his pofleffions ; 

Who counting on long years of pleafure here, 

Is quite unfurnifh’d for that world to come ? 

In that dread moment, how the frantic Soul 

Raves round the walls of her clay tenement. 

Runs to each avenue, and fhrieks for help. 

But Ihrieks in vain ! How wifhfully fhe looks 

On all fliers leaving, now no longer hers! 

A little longer, yet a little longer. 

Oh ! might hie flay to wafh away her hams, 

And fit her for her paiTage. Mournful fight ! 

Her very eyes weep blood j and every gioan 

She heaves, is^big .with horror. But the Foe, 

Like a' flanch murd’rer, heady to his purpofe, 

Purfues her clofe thro’ ev’ry lane of Life, 

Nor miffes once the track, but preffes on ; 

Till forc’d at laft to the tremendous Verge, 

At once fhe finks to everlafting ruin. 

Sure ?tis a ferious thing to die ! Mv ioui, 

What a ftrange moment muft it be, when near 

Thy journey’s end, thou hail the gulph in viet? 
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That awful gulf, no mortal e’er repafs’d 

To tell what’s doing on the other fide. 

Nature runs back, and fhudders at the fight, 

And every life-hring bleeds at fight of parting * 

For part they muft: Body and Soul muft part j 

Fond couple ; link’d more clofe than wedded pain 

i His, wings its way to its almighty Source, 

The Witnefs of its a&ions, now its Judge ; 

That, drops into the dark and noifome Grave, 

Like a difabled. pitcher of no ufc. 

If Death was nothing, and nought after 

death ; 

If when men dy’d, at once they ceas’d to be, 

Returning to the barren womb of Nothing, 

Whence firh they fprung ; then might the De¬ 

bauchee 

XTntrembling mouth the Heavens; Then might 

the Drunkard 

Reel over his full bowl, and when ’tis drain’d, 

Fill up another to the brim, and laugh 

At the poor bugbear Death : Then might the 

Wretch 

That’s weary of the world, and tir’d of life, 

At once give each inquietude the flip, 

By healing out of being, when lie pleas’d 

And by what way *, whether by hemp, or heel. 

Death's thousand doors hand open. Who 

could force 

The ill-pleas’d gueft to fit out his Full time, 

Or blame him if he goes ? Sure he does well, 

That helps himfelf, as timely as he can, 

When able. But if there is an Here after, 

And that there is, Confcience, uninfluene d 

And fuffer’d to fpeak out, tells ev’ry raan$ 

Then muft it bean awful thing to die; 



A POEM. 

\ 

More horrid yet, to die by one’s own hand 

Self-murder! name it not: our ifland s 

fhame : 

That makes her the reproach of neighbouring 

hates. 

Shall Nature, fwerving from her earlieft dictate 

Self-prefervation, fall by her own a<ft ? 

Forbid it Heaven ! Let not, upon diiguft 

The ihamelefs hand be foully crimfon'd o’er 

With blood of its own lord. Dreadful attempt ! 

Juft reeking from felf-flaughter, in a rage 

To rufh into the prefence of our Judge *, 

As if we challeng’d him to do his worft, 

And matter’d not his wrath. Unheard of tor¬ 

tures 

Muft be referv’d for fuch : thefe herd together * 

The common Damned ftmn their fociety, 

And look upon themfelves as fiends lefs foul. 

Our time is fix’d, and all our days are number’d * 

How long, how fhort, we know not *, this we 

know, 

Duty requires we calmy wait the fummons, 

Nor dare to ftir till Heaven {hall give permiftion :■ 
Like Gentries Fhat muft keep their deftin’d ftand. 

And wait the appointed hour, till they’re reliev’d. 

Thofe only are the Brave, that keep their ground. 

And keep it to the laft. To run away, 

Is but a coward’s trick ; to run away 

From this world’s ills, that at the very worft 

Will foon blow o’er, thinking to mend ourfelves 

By boldly venturing on a world unknown. 

And plunging headlong in the dark ; ’tis mad : 

No frenzy half fo defperate as this. 

Tell us, ye Dead \ will none of you, in pity 

To thofe you left behind, difclofe the fee ret ? 

\ 
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Oil ! that fome courteous gHoft would blab it out y 

What his you are, and we mu ft fhortly be. 

I’ve heard, that fouls departed, have fometimes 

Forewarn’d men of their death : ’Twas kindly 

done 

To knock, and give the alarm. But what means 

This ftinted charity ? ’Tis but lame kindnefs 

That does its work by halves : Why might you 

not 

Tell us what it is to die ? Do the ftri<ft laws 

Of your fociety forbid your fpeaking 

Upon a point fo nice ? I’ll afk no more : 

Sullen, like lamps in fepulchres, your fhine 

Enlightens but yourfelves. Well, it is no matter \ 

A very little time will clear up all. 

And make us learn’d as you are, and as clofe. 

Death’s shafts fly thick: Here falls the 

Village-Twain, 

And there his pamper’d Lord. The cup goes 

round \ 

And who fo artful as to put it by ? 

5Tis long lince Death had the majority *, 

Yet ftrange ! th& Living lay it not to 

heart. 
n i i _ r ~ j_j_ 
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And yet ne’er Yonkcr on the green laughs 

louder. 
Or clubs a fmuttier tale ; *- When Drunkard's 

meet, 
None lings a merrier catch, or lends a hand 
More willing to his cup. >-Foor wretch ! he 

minds not. 
That foon. Tome trufty brother of the trade 
Shall do for him what he has done for thoufands. 

On this fide, and on that, men fee their friends 
Drop off, like leaves in autumn \ yet launch out 
Into fantaftic fcheipes, which the long Livers 
In the world’s hale and undegenerate days. 
Could fcarce have leifure for. *—Fools that we are^ 
Never to think of Death and of ourselves 

At the fame time : as if to learn to die 

Were no concern of ours Oh ! more than fat-* 
tilh, 

For creatures of a Day in gamefome mood. 
To frolic on Eternity’s dread brink 
Unapprehenlive ; when, for ought we know3 
The very firft fwoln Surge lhall fweep us in. 
Think we, or think we not. Time hurries on 
With a reliltlefs unremitting ftream ; 
Yet treads more foft than eser did midnight thief. 
That Hides his hand under the Mifer’s pillow. 
And carries off his prize. What is This 

World ? 

What ? but a fpacious burial-field unwall’d. 
Strew’d with Death’s fpoils, the fpoils of animals 
Savage and tame, and full of dead men’s bones. 
The very turf on which wc tread once liv’d : 
And we that live muff lend our carcafes 
To cover our own offspring ; *— In their turni 

C 
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They too muft cover theirs —’Tis here all meet* 

'The fhiv’ring Ici lander, and fun-burnt Moor j 

Men of all climes, that never met before *, 

And of all creeds, the Jew, the Turk, and 

Christian, 

Here the proud Prince, and Favourite yet 

prouder, 

His Sov’reign’s keeper, and the People’s fcourge. 

Are huddled out of light. —Here lie abaflTd 

The great Negociators of the earth, 

And celebrated Masters of the balance, 

Deep read in bratagems, and wiles of courts. 

Now vain their Treaty-skill : '-Death fcorns 

to treat. 

Here the overloaded Slave flings down his 

burden 

From his galiM fhoulders •, —and when the cruel 

Tyrant, 

With all his guards and tools of power about 

him, 

Is meditating new unheard of hardfhips, 

Mocks bis fhort arm ^ — and quick as thought, 

efcapes, 

Where Tyrants vex not, and the Weary reft. 

Here the warm Lover, leaving the cool fhade, 

The tell-tale Echo, and the babiing bream, 

(Time out of mind the favourite feats of Love,) 

Fab by his gentle Mibrefs lays him down 

Unblabed by foul tongue. — Here friends and foes 

Lie clofe *, unmindful of their former feuds. 

The lawn-rob’d Prelate, and plain Pres¬ 

byter, 

E’er whil j that bood aloof, ns fhy to meet, 

Familiar mingle here, like fiber breams 

That fome rude interpofing rock had 1 p 1 it. 
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Here Is the large-limb’d Peasant : — Here the 

Child 

Of a fpan long, that never faw the fun, 

Nor prefs’cl the nipple, fixangled in Life’s porch 

Here is the Mother with her Tons and daugh¬ 

ters ; 

The barren Wife ; and long demurring Maid, 

Whole lonely unappropriated fweets 

Smil'd like yon knot of cowftips on the clifx. 

Not to be come at by the willing hand. 

Here are the Proud fevere, and gay Coquet, 

The fober Widow, and the young green Vir¬ 

gin, 

Cropp’d like a rofe, before ’tis fully blown, 

Or half it’s worth difclos’d. — Strange medley 

here ! 

Here garrulous Old Age winds up his tale ; 

And jovial Youth of lightfome vacant heart, 

Whofe every day was made.of melody, 

Plears not the voice of mirth: —. The Ihrill- 

tongu’d Shrew, 

Meek as the turtle-dove, forgets her chiding. 

Here are the wife, the generous, and the brave ; 

The juft, the good, the worthlefs, the profane, 

The downright clown, and perfectly well-bred ; 

The fool, the churl, the icoundrel, and the mean, 

The fubtle ftatefman, and the patriot ftern ; 

The wrecks of Nations, and the fpoils of Time, * 

With all the lumber of ftx thoufand years. 

Poor Man ! — how happy once in thy first 

state ! 

When yet but warm from thy great Maker's hand. 

He ftamp’d thee with his image, and well pleas’d 

Smil’d on his laft fair work. - Then all was well 

Sound was the Bod y, and the Soul ferene , 

Y 
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Like two fweet inftruments, ne’er out of tune. 

That play their feveral parts. — Nor head, nor 

heart, 

Offer’d to ache • Nor was there caufe they 

fhould ; 

For all was pure within ■ No fell remorfe, 

Nor anxious caftings-up of what might be, 

Alarm’d his peaceful bofom Summer feas 

Shew not more fmooth, when kifs’d by fou therm 

winds 

Juft ready to expire. • Scarce importun’d, 

The generous foil with a luxurious hand, 

Offer'd the various produce of the year, 

And every thing moft perfect in its kind. 

Blefled ! thrice bleffed days ! —• But ah! how fhortJ 

Blefs'd as the pleaftng dreams of Holy Men *, 

But fugitive like thofe, and quickly gone. 

Oh! ftipp’ry ftate of things. —. What fudden 

turns ? 

What ftrange viciffitudes, in the firft leaf 

Of Man’s fad hiftory ?—< To-day moft happy, 

And e'er to-morrow’s fun has fet, moft abje<ft. 

How fcant the fpace between thefe vaft ex* 

tremes! 

Thus far’d it with ouR SiREj—Not long hv 

enjoy’d 

His paradife.— Scarce had the happy tenant 

Of the fair fpot, due time to prove its fweets, 

Or fum them up j when ftrait he muft be gone, 

Ne'er to return again ! —« And muft he go ? 

Can nought compound for the firft dire oftence 

Of erring man ?—. Like one that is condemn’d. 

Fain would he trille time with idle talk. 

And parley with his fate.—< But tis in vaim 

Not all the lavifh odours of the place 
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Offer’d in incenfe can procure his pardon, 

Or mitigate his doom.—1 A mighty Angel 

With flaming fword forbids his longer flay, 

And drives the loiterer forth; nor muff he take 

One laft and farewel Round.-—' At once he loft 

His glory, and his God.- If mortal now 

And forely maim’d, no wonder.—Man has 

sinn’d. 

Sick of his blifs, and bent on new adventures, 

Evil he would needs try : Nor try*d in vain. 

(Dreadful experiment! definitive meafure ! 

Where the worfl thing could happen, is fuccefs.) 

Alas ! too well he fped The Good he fcorn’d, 

Stalk’d off relu&ant, like an ill-us’d ghofl, 

Not to return or if he did, its vifits 

Like thofe of Angels, fhort and far between : 

Whilfl the black Daemon with his hell-’fcap’d 

Train, 

Admitted once into its better room, 

Grew loud and mutinous, nor would be gone ; 

Lording it o’er the Man ; who now too late 

Saw the rafli error, which he could not mend : 

An error fatal not to him alone, 

Rut to his future fons, his fortunes heirs. 

Inglorious bondage! — Human nature groans 

Beneath a vaffalage fo vile and cruel, 

And its vaft body bleeds through ev ry vein. 

What havock haft thou made, foul monfter, 

Sin ! 

Greateft and fir ft of Ills. —The fruitful parent 

Of Woes of all dimenfions —But for thee 

Sorrow had never been. — All-noxious Thing, 

Of vileft nature ! — Other forts of Evils 

Are kindly circumfcrib d, and have their bounds. 

Xhe fierce Volcano, from its burning entrails 

y 
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That belches molten Stone and globes of Fire, 

Involv’d in pitchy clouds of fmoke and flench, 

Mares the adjacent fields, for fome leagues round. 

And there it flops.—The big-fwoln Inunda¬ 

tion, , 

Of mifchief more difFufive, raving loud, 

Buries whole tracks of country, threat’ning more ; 

But that too has its Shore it cannot pafs. 

More dreadful far than thefe! Sin lias laid wafte. 

Not here and there a country, but a World : 

DU patching at a wide-extended blow 

Entire mankind; and for their fakes defacing 

A whole Creation s beauty with rude hands ; 

Blafling the foodful grain, the loaded branches. 

And marking all along its way with ruin. 

Ac cur fed Thing! —Oh! where fh all fancy find 

A proper name to call thee by, exprefhve 

Of all thy horrors ?— Pregnant womb of Bis : 

Of Temper fo tranfcendantly malign, 

That Toads and Serpents of moll deadly kind. 

Compar'd to thee, are harmlefs. — Sicknefies 

Of every hze and fymptom, racking pains. 

And blued plagues, are thine.—See how the 

fiend 

Profiufely fcatters the contagion round ! 

Wnilfl deep-moudTd Slaughter, bellowing at her 

heels, 

Wades deep in blood new-fpilt; yet for to¬ 

morrow 

Shapes out new work of great uncommon daring. 

And inlay pines till the dread blow is^lmck; 

But hold. — Fve gone too far ; too imich dif- 

covered 

My Father’s nakednefs, and Nature’s flume. 

Here let me paufe, and drop an honefl Tear,. 
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One burft of filial duty and condolence, 

O’er all thole ample defarts Death hath fpread, 

This Chaos of mankind.—< O great Man-i ater; 

Whole every day is Carnival, not fated yet 1 

Unheard of Epicure ; without a fellow [ 

The verieft Gluttons do not always cram ; 

Some intervals of abfiinence are fought 

To edge the appetite : Thou feekeft none, 

Methinks the countlefs fwarms thou half devoured* 

And thoufmds that each hour thou gobbled: up; 

This, lefs than this, might gorge thee to the full. 

But ah i rapacious hill, thou gapTt for more ; 

Like one, whole days defrauded of his meals. 

On whom lank Hunger lays her Hinny hand. 

And whets to keeneft eagernefs his cravings. 

(As if difeafes, maffacres, and poifon, 

Famine, and war, were not thy Caterers.) 

But know, that tliou mud: render lp THr 

DEAD, 

And with high Int'refi: too.—« They are not thine 5 

But only in thy keeping for a feafon, 

Till the great promis’d day of Refti'tution ; 

When loud diffufive found from brazen trump 

Of drong-lungd Cherub, dull alarm thy Cap¬ 

tives, 

And roufe the long, long Beepers into life. 

Day-light and liberty. —1 

Then mu dithy gates fly open, and reveal 

The mines that l^Llong forming under ground. 

In their dark c<lls ifhmur d ? but now full ripe. 

And ppre as, dl#|r from the crucible, 

That tSEMBgftood the torture of the fire 

And inqumtion of the forge. —. We know, 

Th’illuftrious Deliverer of mankind, 

The Son of God, thee fgilM —< Him in thy powV 
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Thou could’ft not hold : — Self-vigorous he rofe* 

And, fhaking off thy fetters, foon retook 

Thofe fpoils his voluntary yielding lent : 

(Sure pledge of our releafement from thy thrall!) 

Twice twenty days, he fojourn’d here on earth, 

And fhew’d himfelf alive to chosen Witnesses, 

By proofs fo ftrong, that the mo ft flow affenting 

Had not a fcruple left.—. This having done, 

He mounted up to Heav’n.—< Methinks I fee him 

Climb the aerial heights, and glide along 

Athwart fevering clouds : but the faint eye, 

Flung backwards in the chace, foon drops its hold ; 

Difabled quite, and jaded with purfuing. 

Heaven’s portals wide expand to let him in ; 

Nor are his friends fhut out: As fome great Prince 

Not for himfelf alone procures admiffion, 

But for his train ■ It was his Royal will. 

That where he is, there fhould his followers be. 

Death only lies between. — A gloomy path ! 

Made yet more gloomy by our coward fears : 

But not untrod, nor tedious : the fatigue 

Will foon go off.-* Belides there’s no by-road' 

To blifs. .—Then why, like ill-condition d children. 

Start we at tranlient hardfhips in the way 

That leads to purer air, and fofter Ikies, 

And a ne’er fetting fun ? —< Fools that we are ! 

We wifh to be, where Sweets unwith’ring, bloom; 

But ftrait our wifh revoke, and will no^eo. 

So have I feen upon a fummer’j 

Faft by the riv let’s brink, a 

How wifhfully he look’d to ftem 

This moment refolute, next unrei 

At la ft he dips his foot; but as he dips, 

H is fears redouble, and he runs away 

From th’ inoffenlive ftream, unmindful now 

fter pla^ 
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Of all the Flow’rs, that paint the further Bank, 
And fmil’d fo fweet of late. Thrice welcome 

Death! 

That after many a painful bleeding Step 
Condu6ls us to our Home, and lands us fafe 
On the long-wilh\l for Shore. Prodigious Change 1 
Our Bane turn’d to a Blefling ! Death difarm?d 
Lofes her Fulnefs quite : All Thanks to him 
Who fcourg’d the Venom out. Sure! the last 

End 

Of the Good Man is Peace. How calm his Exit f 
Night-Dews fall not more gently to the Ground, 
Nor weary worn out Winds expire fo foft. 
Behold him! in the Evening-Tide of Life, 
A Life well-fpent, whofe early Care it was 
His riper Years fhould not upbraid his Green: 
By unperceiv’d Degrees he wears away; 
Yet like the Sun feems larger at his Setting! 
High in his Faith and Hopes, look! how he reaches 
After the Prize in View} and, like a Bird 
That’s hamper'd ftruggles hard to get away! 
Whilft the glad Gates of Sight are wide expanded 
To let new Glories in, the lirft fair Fruits 
Of the faft-coming Harveft. Then! Oh Then! 
Each Earth-born Joy grows vile, or difappears. 
Shrunk to a Thing of Nought. Oh! how he longs 
To have his Paffport lign’d, and be difmifs’d! - ^ 
’Tis- done ’ ’s Happy: The glad Soul 
Has not a^Elh uncrown’d. Ev’n the lag Flesh 

^ESTS Sfi|j||S-:Hote of meeting once again 
Its better H|lf, nevjp to funder more. 
Nor fhall it hope in vain : The Time draws on 
When not al^Te Spot of Burial-Earth, 
Whether on Land, or in the fpacious Sea, 

} 
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But muft give back its long-committed Dull 

Inviolate : And faithfully fhall thefe 

Make up the full Account; not the leaf! Atom 

Embezzl’d, or miflaid, of the whole Tale. 

Each Soul fhall have a Body ready furnifh’d; 

And each fhall have his own. Hence ye Prophane! 

Aik not, how this can be ? Sure the fame Pow’r 

That rear’d the Piece at firfl, and took it down. 

Can re-affemble the loofe fcatter’d Parts, 

And put them as they were. Almighty God 

Has done much more ; nor is his Arm impair’d 

Thro’ Length of Days: And what he can, he will: 

His Faithfulnefs hands bound to fee it done. 

When the dread Trumpet founds, the flumb’ring 

Duft, 

Not unattentive to the Call, fhall wake : 

And every Joint pofTefs its proper Place, 

With a new Elegance of Form, unknown 

To its firft State. Nor fhall the confcious Soul 

Miftake its Partner *, but amidft the Croud 

Singling its other Half, into its Arms 

Shall rufh, with all th’ Impatience of a Man 

That’s new-come Home, who having long been 

abfent 

With Hafte runs over ev’ry different Room, 

In Pain to fee the whole. Thrice happy Meeting! 

Nor Time, nor Death fhall ever part them more. 

’Tis but a Night, a long and moonlefs Night, 

We make the Grave are gone. 

Thus at the Shut of Bird 

Leaves the wide Air, an 

Cowr’s down, and dozes till 

Then claps his well-fledg’d Wii^J 

FINIS. 
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Written in a Country Church Yard. 

H E Curfew tolls the knell of parting dav^ 

The lowing herd wind ilowly o’er the lea/ 

The plowman homeward plods his weary way, 

And leaves the world to darknefs and to me. 

Now fades the glimmering landfcape on the fight. 

And all the air a folemn ftillnefs holds, 

Save where the beetle wheels his drony flight, 

And drowfy tinklings lull the diftant folds; . 

Save that from yonder ivy-mantled tow’r 

The mopeing owl does to the moon complain 

Of fuch, as wand’ring near her fecret bow’r. 

Moled: her ancient, folitary reign. 

Beneath thofe rugged elms, that yew-tree’s fhade. 

Where heaves the turf in many a mould’rmg heap. 

Each in his narrow^ll for ever laid, 

The rude hamlet fleep. 

'”f -breathing Morn, 

The lWallo^t^|ring p>m the draw-built ihed, 

y-- ot the ecchoing horn. 

No more rou|e pfern from their lowly bed. 

For them rSMofWhe blazing hearth fhall burn, 

Or buly houfwife ply her evening care : 

No children run to lifp their fire’s return. 

Or climb his knees the envied kifs to fharc. 
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Oft did the harveft to their fickle yield, 

Their furrow oft the ftubborn glebe has broke ^ 

How jocund did they drive their team afield ! 

How bow’d the woods beneath their fturdy 

ftroke! 

Let not Ambition mock their ufeful toil, 

Their homely joys, and deftiny obfcure ; 

Nor Grandeur hear with a difdainful fmile. 

The fhort and fimple annals of the poor. 

The boaft of heraldry, the pomp of pow’r, 

And all that beauty, all that wealth e’er gave. 

Await alike th’ inevitable hour. 

The paths of glory lead but to the grave. 

Nor you, ye Proud, impute to Thefe the fault, 

If Mem’ry o’er their Tomb no Trophies raife, 

Where thro’ the long-drawn ifle and fretted 

vault 

The pealing anthem fwells the note of praife. 

Can ftoried urn or animated bull 

Back to its manfion call the fleeting breath ? 

Can Honour’s voice provoke the filent duft. 

Or Flatt’ry footh the dull cold ear of Heath ? 

Perhaps in this neglected fpot is laid 

Some heart once pregnant with celeftial fire , 

Hands, that the rod of empire might have fway’d* 

Or wakai to extafy the living lyre. 

But Knowledge to their eye^g^ample page 

Rich with the fpoils of Ti 

Chill Penury reprefs’d th 

And froze the genial cur 

Full many a gem of pi 

The dark unfathom’d caves o 

Full many a flower is born to bl 

And wafte its fweetnefs on the defert air. 
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Some village-Hampden,that with dauntlefs breaft: 

The little Tyrant of his fields withftood ; 

Some mute inglorious Milton here may reft, 

Some Cromwell guiltlefs of his country’s blood. 

• Th’ applaufe of lift’ning fenates to command^ 

The threats of pain and ruin to defpife,, 

To fcatter plenty o^er a fmiling land. 

And read their hift’ry in a nation’s eyes. 

Their lot forbad : nor circumlcrib’d alone 

Their growing virtues, but their crimes confin’d 

Forbad to wade through {laughter to a throne, 

And {hut the gates of mercy on mankind,, 

The ftruggling pangs of confcious truth to hide^ 

To quench the bluihes of ingenuous fhame. 

Or heap the fhrine of Luxury and Pride 

With incenfe kindled at the Mufe’s flame, 
«. . , / •. . .. 

Far from the madding crowd’s ignoble ftrife^ 

Their fober wilhes never learn’d to ftray ; 

Along the cool fequefter’d vale of life 

They kept the noifelefs tenor of their way. 

Yet even thefe bones from infult to protect 

Some frail memorial ftill erected nigh, 

With uncouth rhimes and fhapelefs fculpture, 

decked, 

Implores the palling tribute of a figh. 

Their name, their years, fpelt by th’ unletter'd 

Mufi ^ 

elegy fupply : 

iround flie ftrews, 

ioralift to dye. 

irgetfulneffs a prey, 

>eing e’er resign’d, 

Tempts of the chearful day? 

Wo r caft one longing ling’ring look behind l 
.»* * < ■ / • ■ , * 

The pi 

And 



On- fome fond bread: the parting foul relies. 

Some pious drops the doling eye requires ; 

Ev n from the tomb the voice of Nature cries 

Ev n in our Allies live their won* ed Fires. 

For thee, who mindful of th’ unhonour’d Dead 

'Doll in thefe lines their artlefs tale relate ; 

If- chance, by lonely Contemplation led, 

Some: kindred Spirit lhall inquire thy fate. 

Haply iome hoary-headed Swain may fay, 

Oft have we feen him at the peep of dawn 

B milling with ha fly deps the dews away 

* To meet the fun upon the upland lawn. 

There at the foot or yonder nodding beech, 

That wreathes its old fantadic roots fo high. 

His lilllels length at noon-tide wou’d he dretch. 

And pore upon the brook that babbles by. 

Hard by yon wood, now finding as in fcorn, 

Mutt ring his wayward fancies he wou’d rove ; 

* Now drooping, woeful wan, like one forlorn. 

Or craz d with care, or crofs d in hopelefs love. 

‘ One morn I mifs'd him on the cudom’d hill, 

Aiong the heath and near his fav rite tree : 

* Another came ; nor yet bellde the rill, 

6 Nor up the lawn, nor at the wood was he. 
< n 

The next with dirges due in fad*array 

& Slow through the church-way path we faw him 

born, 

s Approach and read (for j ahe. 

‘ lay, J | 
* Grav’d on the done beneatl W 

* 
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The EPITAPH. 

I ERE refts his head upon the lap of Earth. 

A Youth to Fortune and to Fame sun- 

“ known, 

<c Fair S cience frown’d not on his humble birth. 

And Melancholy mark’d him for her own. 

Large was his bounty, and his foul lincere, 

€C Heav’n did a recompence as largely fend: 

<c He gave to Mis’ry all he had, a tear, 

6C He gain’d from Heav’n (’twas all he ;wl£h?d) 

“ friend. 

No farther feek his merits to difclofe, 

Or draw his frailties from their dread abode, 

** (There they alike in trembling hope repofe) 

u The bofom of his Father and his God, 

F I N I 
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